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Pindarick O DE. 


I 


: Was in that fatal Night 
I lumb'ring on my Pillow lay, 
Expecting the approach of Day, 
Oppreſt with a dull weight 
Of ſtrange Events, of ſome intollerable Fate, 
That had befel our State ; 
But not by France, or any Foreign Focs, 
Alas, 'twas none of thoſe. 
Before me airy Phantoms roſe, 
Grim Death preſented to my view his Dart, 
Piercing a Royal Heart : 
Then frightful Dreams diſturb'd my reſtleſs Soul, 
Whilſt fad Diſtractions through my Boſom roll : 
| I ſaw the Sky with Horror fill'd, 
Methought the Moon look'd palc, 
And pcarly Dews like Tears diftilFd 
On the adjoyning Valc. 
The Spheres crackt, Nature ſtarted, and became 
Reyerſt, and ſhook the univerſal Frame. 
I heard the doleful Knell, 
"Twas then ( alas) 'twas then, 
O ncer to be recall d agen ; 
The Beſt of Queens, ah me, ( a grief to tell! ) 


Twas then the ſtatclicſt Cedar of the Foreſt fell. 


I L 
O Heavens! What Dead? I cry'd 
What mean thoſe blubb'ring Eyes ? 
Dead, that dejected face reply'd, 
And thoſc heart-breaking Sighs. 
| A 2 [Twas 


(4) 
"Twas ominous (thought I) : But O impartial Death, 
What hadſt thou none-—here Sorrow ſtopt my breath, 
("Twas what I fear'd at firſt ) 
My panting Heart had almoſt burſt, 
My Mcmbers chill'd, nor would my Scnſes (tay, 
I dy'd to hearher Dcad ; and thus intranc'd I lay : 
When lo, an univerſal Groan 
For Her, reviv'd my drooping Heart once more, 
But did the former Sorrows to my Senſe reſtore. 
Imperious Death, what hadſt thou none, 
(Continued 1.) 
In whom to quench th' infe&tious Dart ? 
Would nothing fatisfic ? 
There's vulgar ones cnough to feel thy ſmart : 
What made th' inflame the Royal Blood, 
That too fo great, fo all-divine, in every part fo good ? 


IIL 
Well now I find 'tis plain - "II RPATINY 
'Tis plain, (faid I;) that all 


Without diſtinction fall, 
For though w' hayc Reaſon ro complain 
At the-roo rigid Laws of tate, 
That ſuch a Life ſhould haye fo ſhort a date ; 
Yet we repine 1n vain, by 
Since cycry day we find 
That Death as well as Love 1s blind: 
What we dull and inſenſible do call 
Immortal and Diyinc, 
Are Mortal All, 
And what we muſt at laſt reſign. 
In equal Scales Death lays the Ruſtick, and the Heroin. 


IV. 


And yet had Heaven art firſt decreed 
The Great and Good ſhould longeſt live, 
She'd from the ſtroke of Fate been freed, 


And would from age to age ſuryive ; 


A Queen—above my dull Conceptions, (or the Muſes flight ) 


Nor can my ruder Pen cxpreſs, 
( And yeta berter Hand may do it lefs) 


Her 


S 


Mer Worth's bcrond the reach of Human Wu: 
Hr rich tranſcendent Soul foar'd up too high 
For any Pocts Eve. | 
All Virtucs center'd in Her Royal Heart, 
Yet were communicable unto none, 
Put by Reflection ; 
Though cv'ry where they Bleſſings did impart. 
1 hoſe brave Viragocs of the former Times, 
Which Learncd Bards in their Immortal Rhimes 
Pid with ſuch Grace adorn, 
So wondrous Good, ſo wondrous Fair, 
(Inſip1d Souls) could not compare 
To that bleſt Saint for whom we mourn. 
With dextrous Skill 
She Sway'd the Scepter, and Reform'd the State, 
Whilſt her Heroick Lord, 
With his avenging Sword, 
In ſpite of Fate, 
In Ficlds of Blood, where warlike Engines kall, 
To Death and Foes 
Does bare in our Defence, his Sacred Breaſt expoſe. 


V. 


Methinks I ſee a-far, 
That Thunderbolt of War, 
VYhilſt bravely on his cager Troops he lcd, 
Through Fire and Smoak, 
The Encmics thickeſt Files he broke, 
And ſtruck with Fear their fierceſt Champions dead 
I ſaw the Hero adyance, 
That Glory of our Age, 
VVhen with a warlike Rage 
He bad Dchance to th' Uſurping Power of France— 


VI. 


But tracing o'er the Acts the Great Naſſau had done; 
VVhat ſignal Battels won ; - 
And o'er MA RIA's Aſhes Mourn, 
That lay Intomabed in their Sacred Urn, 
B L 


(6) 
The Royal Genius Roſe r accuſe 
My too audacious Muſe ; 
She ſtood clad all in white, 
Thick Purple Spors bedeckt her Hcavenly Face, 
But with ſuch Majeſty, with ſuch a Grace : 
She look't ſo innocent, and yet fo bright, 
Her Glory cexpell'd the Darkneſs of the Night. 
Approaching to my ſide, 
( Ignorant Wretch !) and what art thou, ſhe cry d : 
What vulgar Pen ? 
Dar'ſt thou in thy unpoliſh't Rhimcs to ſing 
My Praiſe, -{ or of fo brayc a King ) 
(Dull Fool ! ) I'm now aboye the Praiſe of Men, 
And know ( bold Ignorant!) know 
T've Icft Mortality, and Things below, 
My Soul to Heaven mounts, tis thither now I go, 
There ſhall Immortally remain. 
This She pronounc'd aloud 
Bleſt Saint! faid I, and bow'd, 
And ſtrove the Airy Viſion to retain : 
When ftrait, methought, the Skies 
Opening, preſented Hcayen to my Eyes, 
From thence I ſaw, 
Miriads of Angels ſent, 
And all the Saints in flow Proceſſion went : 
The Sun ſtood ſtill and view'd, 
To that intent 
The Moon her Courſe renew'd ; 
VVhen lo! The Glorious Queen did ſolemnly aſcend, 
On ceyecry ſide the Heavenly Hoſt attend. 
Thus they proceeded on, 
I Ey'd 'em paſk the Sun, 
Burt could no farther ſce, 
The glorious Sight ſtruck me (poor Mortal) in an Extaſic. 
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